from Mrs. Brown a letter which made it impossible for
me ever to go down to her again. She had accepted
everything that the Scotsman had said against me. As
if it wasn't enough, she wrote, to throw away my re-
putation with the first comer, I had told silly lies about
it and dragged her husband into the grimy business.
I don't think I am a querulous person, but I some-
times wonder whether the Browns, without ever know-
ing or wishing it, didn't drive me on the streets with
their aimless benevolence. They had two choices before
them, once they had accepted the responsibility for me.
They might have had me trained for a steady profession.
They might have married me off. Knowing my family
history and my circumstances as they did, what third
path could they have seen before me but one, if they
had tried to see ?
More and more frequently now men were attempt-
ing me. There was an old man in the water-softener
office who had long pursued me with his eyes. He had
a red and blotted face and a little paunch that gave the
impression less of belonging to him than of going on
ahead of him as he walked. He appeared to work in
the mornings with a metal-topped walking-stick tucked
under his arm and a carnation in the buttonhole of his
faded suit, and he was shaken at intervals by a dry
cigarette cough. The firm gave him notice and his
attentions redoubled. I couldn't appear in the room
without his calling softly to me: "Miss Stalling."
Twisting my belt in my hands, I stood in front of his
desk as he framed a fresh invitation to dinner or the
cinema. He resorted to little bribes to win me. One
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